"Ere, Jock, this bleedia' war's bin and spoilt yer
sense of romance/' Joe had left his eternal frying of
bread to join in the argument He never finished
Zwing, crash! the ground shook; we dived for the
dug-outs* It went on for ten minutes. Somehow it
was not as terrifying as a raid in Madrid The barbed
wire, steel helmets, the very trenches we lay in robbed
it of much of its horror. It was when the shells or
bombs would crash into crowded streets where life a
moment before had been so reassuring in its nor-
mality, that the shattering of the stream of daily life
exaggerated its ghastly effect
The bombardment ceased Jeans, now group leader,
came along the line. "Everybody OJL?" Messerlay
cm the bottom of the trench moaning, doubled up with
pain- Two of the boys held him while an orderly tore
away his trousers. 'That's a f . . . g awful thing tae
happen tae a mon," cried Jock, looking on. The
orderly looked dosely for a moment, then burst out
laughing. As neatly as a practised rabbi, a shell
splinter had circumcized Messer.
The ambulance rocked and bumped up the shell-
pitted road of the University City. Messer was much
cheered by the knowledge that his more vital parts
were intact Soon, the ambulance ceased to jolt and
ran smoothly through the Quatro Caminoe streets, we
were both relieved I had long lost the illnskm that
the red cross meant anything in modem war. A
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